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of alienation already severed him from Piotra. He was no
%iger his brother, but a transient guest who had now to
depart. He lay with his cheek unconcernedly pressed against
the earthen floor, a tranquil, mysterious little smile frozen
under his moustache. And to-morrow his wife and mother
^ould'be making him ready for his last journey.
x " Better that you should have died somewhere in Prussia
than here in your mother's eyes," Gregor slowly, reproach-
fully told him. Glancing at the body, he turned suddenly
pale. Over Piotra's cheek a tear was slipping. Gregor
jumped across to him but, gazing more attentively, he sighed
with relief. It was not a dead tear, but a drop melting
out of Piotra's hair that had fallen on to his brow and was
slowly trickling down the cheek.
In the evening his mother heated three pitchers of warm
water for him, and his wife prepared clean linen, his best
trousers and his uniform tunic. Gregor and Pantaleimon
Cashed the body that no longer belonged to Piotra, that felt
no shame for its nakedness. Then they dressed him in his
Sunday best and laid him out on the table. Daria came.
Into his broad, icy hands, that only yesterday had embraced
her, she put the candle which had lighted them both as they
had walked behind the priest around the church lectern on
their wedding day. Cossack Piotra Melekhov was ready to
be conducted to that place whence there is no returning to
the native habitations.